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Stephen and you are now both even, 
Stephen cheats you, and you cheat Stephen, 
: Parody ot a noted Epigram. 
Is the highlands of Scotland, when a benighted travel- 
ler knocks at a cottage door, and is denied admittance 
by a female voice, he never dreams of grumbling at the 
refufal, if the Caledonian dame fubjoin, in her country’s 
phrafe, that fhe is alone woman. Should fome carping 
critic look through my lattice, and cenfure me for fame- 
sefs of fentiment, or barrennefs of fancy, 1 would reply, 
in an accent of deprecation—Mr. Zoilus, I am alone au- 
thor. inthe periodical publications of Great Britain, the 
papers are ufually furnifhed by the members of a literary 
fociety, who affemble at fome coffee-houfe or tavern, and 
club their genius to amufe the public, as they club their 
cath, to difcharge their reckoning. Thofe fpeculations, 
which have improved, and have gladdened life, were 
rarely the fruit of a fingle brain, but the offspring of wit 
in conjunction. Thisunion of abilities is almott as eflential 
to the perfection of a mifcellany, as the union of fexes 
to the formation of our being. Both Genius and Dull- 
nefs are prone to court alliaaces.—Beaumont and Fletcher, 
compofed comedies in company, and Sternhold, when he 
undertook a tranflation of David's pfalms, employed Hop- 
kins to eke outhis metre. Relying on his native itrength, 
Dostor Johnfon compofed a feries of lucubrations himfelf; 
but who is endowed with the comprehenfive mind of the 
author of the Rambler? Like a poor man loaded with a 
fardel of debt, comimon writers are glad to borrow. 
Curfed occafionally, with a penury of thought, and moft 
willing to pay my public debt, 1 folicit a hint from one, 
a fentiment from another, and a fubjeSt from a third. Con- 
Icious of imbecility, I dread ftumbling in my /olitary walk, 
and timidity warns me to lean, fometimes on the flaff of 
quotation, and fometimes, to employ a guide. My ac- 
quaintance, Adage, who loves fentences, fhort and pi- 
thy, like himfelf, and who has read with diligence, and 
who admires with judgment, the PROMPTER, requefts me 
to compofe an effay in his laconic ftyle. No, 1 replied, 
he has exhaufted Franklini/ms, he has commented upon al- 
moit every common faying in the popular mouth. Your 
reafons, Adage rejoined, are like Gratiano’s in the Mer- 
chant of Venice; they are two grains of wheat, hid in 
two bufhels of chaff, you fhall fearch all day ere you find 
them, and when found, they are not worth the fearch., 
Be it my tafk, to furnith a /ubject, to take the pen and 
write quickly be thine. My neighbour Crifpin quoth 


Adage, contracted laft week witha countryman, for 
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cheefe. It was damaged; Crifpin gives five pence per Ib. 
and promifes to pay injeather. [thought he was over- 
reached; but, when the cheefemonger had departed, 
Crifpin laughingly cries, «* if his cheefe is mouldy , ‘my lea- 
ther is unmerchan 
gain.” As the PROMPTER, continued Adage, never 
preached a fermon from that text, and as, to continue 
the allufion, the bithop is flumbering in his fiall, do you 
become his chaplain, and afcend the pulpit yourfelf. 

Reflecting on my friend’s advice, | quickly perceived 
that this even bargain was concluded by many characters 
befides profejfional cheats. An old London magazine, 
which I read many years ago, and which memory juit 
handed me, offers the firft example. 

A brocaded Italian Count had an amour with Lady Li- 
gonier. Every body bewailed the fate of her unhappy 
hufband ; but every body did not know that his wretch- 
ednefs was alleviated in the arms of a courtezan. Every 
body did not know, thatthefe two right honourable cheats 
made an even bargain. 

A clown folicits an attorney to profecute an cbfolcte 
claim againft neighbour Clodpole ; the limb of the law 
knows that the claim of his client is as lame, as Ais hob- 
bling juftice, he tells him neverthelefs that he will recover 
and anticipates a ‘heavy bill of coft. Ke does his dirty 
work, and the plaintiff is nonfuited, who emigrates to 
Genefee, and forgets to pay the advocate his fees. Don’t 
fret, Mr. Greenbag, keep yourfelf cool, you have ano- 
ther caufe to argue, another falf title to ft up, which 
will demand the caimnefs and intrepidity of falfhood. 
Don’t damn your abftonded client. The balance of de- 






stand two cheats make an eves bar- ~ 


ception was in equilibrio between you. Two cheats make . 


an even bargain. 

A fpruce ftripling of fixteen, courts an old beldame of 
fixty. Hethinks her rich, and hopes that her gold will 
enable him to buy at the female flefh market of beauty a 
more juicy rib. She, relying on the bridegroom’s Vigour, 
dreams of the comforts of matrimony, and forthwith pro- 
nounces—I obey, before the Parfon. But alas! the bricde’s 
purfe is coinle/s, and the fond bridegroom choofes to con- 
fummate elfewhere. 1 advife the hufband when, in con- 
fequence of his wife’s furtune, he keeps a coach, to choofe 
for amotto, two cheats make an even bargain. 

Lait week, I wrote at length, and like Dogberry, in 
Shakefpeare, beftowed all my tedioufnefS upon my read- 
ers, I will make atonement. The Prompter is laconic 
and Adage hates prolixity. 





ORIGINAL CRITICISM. 








ON CHURCHILE. 


Tur ROSCIAD, which is the firft, has generally been 
deemed the beft of Churchill’s poems. We have found 
on examination, no reafon to diffent from this opinion ; 
as it certainly contains fewer faults, and more excellencies, 
than any other of his perfurmances, and may juftly be 
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pronounced the work of a flrong mind, and lively im- 
agination. The thoughts are vigorous, the criticifms ap- 
parently juft, and the numbers harmonious. 

There are doubtlefS exceptions to thefe remarks, and 
perhaps it would not be difficult to point out paflages, 
where the criticifms are erroneous, and where the judg- 
ment is biaffed by pertonal diflike, 

The precife merit of ators on the Britith theatre, more 
than thirty years fince, cannot now eafily be afcertained, 
and confequently of the poet's criticifms on individuals, 
we can form no opinion,—Of the juftnefs or impropriety 
of general rules only, we are competent judges—On Bar- 
ry, however, we have heard a * perfon well qualified to 
decide, declare, that the remarks were not altogether juft. 
Churchill fays of him. 


** No flame from Nature ever yet he caught, 
Nor_knew a feeling which he was not taught; 
He rais'd histrophies, on the bafe of Art, 

And conned his paflions, as he conned his part.” 


in oppofition to this judgment, the gentleman alluded 

to, declared that there never was a player, who felt the 
paflions more forcibly than Barry, and that his inability 
to exprefs them proceeded merely from excefs of fenfi- 
bility. 

+: When iebouring peffions, in his bofom pent, 

Convulfive rage, and ttruggie for a vent, » 

Speftators, with imagined terrors warm, 

Anxious expe& the barfting of the ftorm ; 

But all unfit, in fech a pile to dwell, 

His voice comes forth like Echo from her cell! 

To {well the tempeft needful aid denies, 

And ail a-down the ftage in feeble murmur dics.” 


We fhould judge from thefe lines, that the player's ina- 
bility proceeded from fome natural defect in the organs of 
fpeech, which it certainly did not, as his voice wasmelodious 
in the extreme—Our critical friend has accounted for it in 
the moft rational manner, although he obferved at the 
fame time, that Barry was by no means a correct fpeaker— 
This is not the only inftance in which the powers of utter- 
ance have been fufpended by exceflive : fenfibility—In the 
life of Thomfon, we find that he was fo far overpowered 
by the charms of good poetry as to be unable to read it, 
but with hefitation aud inelegance. 

Of perfonal diflike the poet has given a ftriking in- 
fiance in his character of Murphy, who, though poilibly 
deferving of the fevere cenfure he received as a player, 
certainly ought not to be ranked, where Churchill withes 
to place him, among the dunces. 

Murphy, though not in the iirft clafs of writers, mutt be 
allowed to hold a refpectable itation in the fecond ; and 
if we cannot difcern in his productions, great brilliancy 
of cenius, at leaftwe nrmft grant him the praife of in- 
dafiry and of correct tafte.— His dramatic pieces, though 
not to be compared with the fuperior productions of She- 
ridan and Cumberland, poffefs confiderable merit, and 
his late tranflation of Tacitus, perhaps the moft difficult 
of authors, will enfure him a degree of fame, poflibly not 
lefs durable than that of the fatirift, who affected to def- 
pife him. * 

* The celebrated Dr, Parr, 





« Cold-blooded critics, by enervate fires " 
Scarce hammer’d out, when Nature’s feeble fires 
Glimmer’d their lak—whofe Maggift. blood, half froze 
Creeps labouring through the veins, whofe heart ne’er glows 
With fancy-kindied heat.” » 


Wilkes, we are informed, pronounced thefe lines the 
firft in the Englith language.-- They are undoubtedly good, 
but why they fhould be entitled to fe hyperbolical an en- 
comium, it is difficult to determine.—-Judgments of this 
kind indeed are always abfurd.—Excellence is various ; 
and between majfterly performances, and fine paflages of 
a diftinct nature, we can draw no comparifon. Gray’s 
elegy is the fineft production of its kind in any language, 
fo is Pope’s epiftie from Eloifa to Abelard—But how can 
we draw a parallel between works fo entirely different ? 
But perfons of fuperior learning to Wilkes have been 
guilty of the fame folly, and among them Bifhop Atter- 
bury, is faidio have pronounced the fame judgment on 
Pope's character of Addifon.---We thalf quote the paflage 
at full length, that the reader may be more ftrongly. 
impreft with thefelly of fuch decifions. 


** Peace to all fuch: but were there one whofe fires, 
True Genius kindies, and fair Fame infpires ; 
Bie with each talent, aud each art to pleafe, 
And born to write, converfe, and live with cafe; 
Should fuch a man, too fond to rule alone, 

Bear, like the Turk, no brother near the thronc, 
View him with feornful, yet with jealous eyes, 
And hate for arts, that caufed himfelf to rife ; 
Dema with faint praife, affent with civil leer, 
And without {neering, teach the reft to {neer ; 
Willing to wound, aad yet afraid to ftrike, 

Jul hint a fault, and heficate difltke; 

Alike referved toblame, or to commend, 

A timorous foe, and a fulpicious friend ; 
Dreading e’en fools, by flatterers befieged, 

Aad fo obliging, that he ne’er obliged ; 

Like Cato give his little fenate laws, 

And fit attentive to hisown applaufe ; 

While Wits and Templars every fentence raife, 
And wonder witha foolith face of praife. 

Who but muft heegh, if fuch a man there be ? 
Who would not weep, if Atticus were he ?”’ 


Thefe lines are certainly not lefs fine than thofe of 
Churchill, but we cannot compare two paflages in which 
the fubjects are fo entirely diffimilar, though we may 
allow that each is excellent in its kind, 





MISCELLANY. 
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[rROM SYLVA, OR THE WOOD. | 
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OF PROFESSIONAL CHARACTER, 


Rawazzint, a phyfician of Padua, wrote a book de: 
morbis artificum; to fhow the peculiar diftempers of 
tradefmen, arifing from each refpective trade. Might 
not a philofophic obferver conftruét a work upon a fim- 
ilar plan, to mark the fpecific habitudes and manners 
of each refpective order and profeilion? 
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In the courfe of fuch a difquifition, he would be led g ’Tis not that faultlefs form thefe cyes admir=, 
to obferve, for inftance, that infincerity in a courtier Thy ae 4 rer on adorn d with native grace, 
muft be the ruling feature of his charagter: and why? gj Rt Ate. @ te hindle fond dehire, ; 

‘ ‘ ‘ 4 e peerlefS wonders of thy finifh’d face. 

becaufé, without allowing any thing to private humour, 5 3 
principle, or affection, the men of this order accommo- | The fatal light’ning of thy azure eye, . 
date themfelves folely to times and perfons,—He might Thy polith’d forehead clear of ev’ry {peck, 
afcribe lying to an ambaffador: becaufe, being ‘‘ fent | Thofe lips far richer than vermillion dye, 
to lie abroad for the good of his country,” as Sir Henry Thofe dimpled cheeks, and heav’nly-moulded neck ; 
Wotton defined his office, he preferves a habit of lying, 
even when the officiality or duty of fo doing may not 
require it.—A want of moral fenfe and fympathifing 
humanity would be found in men of the law ; becaufe, 
not regarding the diftinétions of right and wrong, but 
only intent upon ferving their clients, they are led to ] But ’tis the mufic of that angel tongue, 
treat with indifference, and fometimes even to fport From which the magic periods fweetly roll ;- 
with, the mof injurious decifions againft the mot pi- } For o’er thy cradle fair Euterpe hung, 
tiable objects. —The love of gain in all who traffic ; be- And tun’d to’ harmony thy infant foul. 
canfe fuch have been habituated to confider money as 








The auburn locks, that o’er that neck recline, 
Tho’ thoufand graces lie in every hair ; 

Thefe are not charms to pleafe a foul like mine, 
Charms, thatifull oft adorn the vulgar fair. 


In thee fenfe, foftnefs;' temper, all confpire, 


the chief good, and to. value every man according to The fportive fancy, and the feeling heart » 
what he is worth,—And, laftiy, an open fy{tematical | Thefe are alone the c harms that | admire, 

kind of knavery in the honef? farmer ; who, without.any - For thef alone can endlefs blifs impart. 

regard to value in the commodity, profeffes to buy as me : 
cheap, and fell as dear, as he can; and who, if you re- Would frowning Fortine clear her clouded brow, 


And Heav’n indulgent to my ardent pray’r ; 
With kind compaflion feoth a lover’s woe, 
And to my withes yield thee, fpotlefs fair ; 


monttrate againft his offering-a horfe or cow for twice 
its worth, afks you, witha fneer, ‘“* whether he mutt 
«* not do the beft he can for his family ?”—W ould not, 
I fay, all this be perceived, where profeflional {pirit is | 1 would not envy all that kings peffefs, 


| not checked and counteracted by natural temperament ? Their jewel'd veitments, and their heaps of gold ; 

And thus through life, and every department of it; | C@ heaps of gold, or jewel’d veftments bie, : 
where the charaéers of men would be found in a com- The heart to love and generous friendfhip cold ? 
pound ratio of temperament and profeflion ; and be na- 


od Prcsas Together would we leave the tainted town, 
tural or artificial, according to the proportion in which Where Art and Fathion, Nature’s face deform ; 


thefe are combined. Where gaudy Folly, rears her tinfel throne, 
And Defamation brews the envenom’d form ; 





For rural fcenes, where Love delights to dwell, 
Where meek-ey’d Peace, expands her turtle wing, 
PARTERRE. Pleas’d we would bid the wayward world farewell, 


And hail the beauties of the blooming Spring. 


THE 


aaa 
ORIGINAL POETRY. Say, would Eliza, from the flothful down 
Arife, and gay my raptur'd fide adorn, 
ee Stray thro’ the fragrant fields, the forefts brown, 
ELEGY, IN THE MANNER OF TIBULLUS. And mark the glories of the rifing morn? © 
Orr have I heard the poet’s wondrous art, When fulteyy Summer, withers ev'ry flow’r, 
So great the influence of his potent fkill, Near the lone margin of fome purling brook, 
Can touch the various feelings of the heart, By beeches fhaded, we would pafs the hour, 
And bend obedient Nature to his will. And read th’ inftructive page of Nature’s boek. 
Tomy poor mufe tho’ no fuch powers belong, Now, in the bofom of the bow’ry greve, 
Yet can fhe foar when fir’d with Virtue’s praifé ; My artlefs tales fhould entertain the fair, 
Yet can fair Truth exalt her humble foug, My hand thould weave a flow’ry wreath of love, 
Above the lowly flight of vulgar lays. And with the chaplet grace her flowing hair. 
O thou! who form'’d by Nature’s partial care, When cloth'd in fhow, the frofted plains appear, 
Whofe blended charms the captive foul enchain, Amufements harmlefs, thould the hours beguile, 
Art more than Pallas chafte, than Venus fair, Sooth the {tern rigours of the wintry year, 


Attend, and liften to the artlefs ftrain. And teach December’s frowning face to {mile. 
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Wrapt in warm fur we tempt the air abroad, 
Charm’'d by the fpiendors of the golden day 3 
O'er the fmooth furface of the glafly road, 

The foaming courfer whirls the rapid fleigh, 


When the dun fhades of drizaly eve‘advance, 
In focial converf@ meet the chofen few ; 

Or weave with nimble feet the fprightly dance, 
Or fip, from China’s earth, the indian dew. 


Thus Fancy paints—but ah! fhe paints in vain, 
See the bright colouring of her pencil fade: 

Reafon once more, affumes her {ober reign, 

. And o’er the vifion, throws oblivious fhade. 


_Ahme! and is it thus o’erwheimed with woe, 
Love’s haplefs victim 1 am doom’d to pine, 
To image raptures, I muft never know, 
To picture joys that never can be miue? 


So Heav’n ordains—ye blifsful fcenes farewell, 
Where firft love's fadiy-pleafing pangs | knew, 

No more, my foul, om hopelefs beauty dwell ; 
Farewell Eliza, lovelieft maid adicu! 





SELECTIONS. 








The Public willbe gratified by the following lines from the author 
of * The Road to Ruin,” 


,———__—_} 
SONNET, BY HOLCROFT. 


'T'sowcx pale and wan my cheeks appear, 
Though dead to joy and hope I live, 

Though the deep figh and trickling tear, 
Are all the figns of life I give ; 


The blood will blufhing fpread my face, 
Again my languid pulfe will beat, 

If, in fome unexpected place, 
I crue] Laura chance to meet, 


Thus will the touch of homicide, 
As we in ancient legends read, 
Recal the flowing purple tide, 
And inake the lifelefs body bleed. 


——_—_—_ 





‘We learn from natural hiftory, that the light of the | 
glow-worm, as fhe crawls up a ftalk of grafs, to ren- 
der herfelf more confpicuous, is a fignal to the male. 
On this incident, alate poet has grounded the following 
lively and claflical fimile. 


The chilling night-dews fall :—away, retire; 
For fee the glow-worm lights her amorous fire! 
Thus ere Night’s veil had half-obfcured the fky, 
The impatient damfel hung her lamp on high. 
True to thefignal, by Love’smeteors led, 
Leanner haften’d to bis Hexo’s bed. 











ANECDOTE, 
Fs 


A rexpness for reading is a very happy acquifition te 
any mind ; for it fills up that time, which is unemployed 
by bufnef, er amufement. For want of this refource, 
many mén of bufineis, during their intervals of leifure, 
are miferable, Old Lord Holland wfed to fay, that, be- 
ing one day in a public library, ‘he faw Sir Robert Wal- 
pole come into the reom, and take down many books, 
one after another; not being able, however, to attach 
himfelf to any one, ‘he ‘burft into tears, and perceiving 
Mr. Fox, he faid «« Charles you have caughtme. I ufed 
to think, I could amufe myfelf with reading, when bufi- 
riefs did not interfere, but I find it won’t do. Let me ad- 
vife you not to forget your Greek.” 


— 





LEVITIES. 
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WRITTEN AT AN INN, WHOSE LANDLORD'S NAME 
WAS DEAT H. 


On call not here, ye fottith wights, 
For eyder, ale, or gin; 

For if ye ftop, whoe’er alights, 
By DEATH is taken in. 


Where having eat, and drank your fill, 
Should ye, oh haplef cafe, 

Neglect to pay your landlords bill, 
Dear fiares you in the face. 


With grief fincere I pity thofe, 
Who've drawn themfelves this ferape in, 
Since from his dreadful gripe heav'’n knows, 
Alas! there’s no efcaping. 


This frank advice, my friends purfue, 
Whillt yours are life and breath, 

Ne’er pledge your hoft, for if you do, 
You'll furely drink to DEATH. 


EPIGRAM. 


Cornus, to every pleafure giv’n, 
(His Dearee’much the fame) 

Efteeming honour more than life, 
With warmth reproved the dame. 


To this the fair one ftraight reply’d. 
In juftice, Love, have done ; 

You have Two cuckold’s lately made, 
And I have made but one. 
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FROM THE PRESS OF WILLIAM SPOTSWOOD, N°, 56 
MARLBOROUGH-STREET, BOSTON. 
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